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| Sweet is the breath of morn, her riſing ſweet, 
{ With charm of earlieſt birds; pleaſant the ſun, 
} When firſt on this delightful land he ſpreads 


His orient beams, on herb, tree, fruit, and flower, 
Glif'ring with dew; fragrant the fertil earth 
After ſoft ſhowers; and ſweet the coming on 

Oft grateful evening mild; then filent night - ©. 
With this her ſolemn bird, and this fair moon, 
And theſe the gems of Heav'n, her ſtarry train: 
But neither breath of morn, when ſhe aſcends 
With charm of earlieſt birds; nor riſing ſun 
On this delightful land ; nor herb, fruit, flower, 
Gliſt'ring with dew ; nor fragrance after ſhowers; 
Nor grateful evening mild; nor ſilent night 
With this her ſolemn bird, nor walk by moon, 
Or glittering ſtar- light without thee is ſweet. 
But wherefore all night long ſhine theſe ? for whom 
This glorious light, when weep hath ſhut all cur 
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G DUE. 

O'ER William's tomb, with ſilent grief oppreſt, 
Britannia mourns her hero now at reſt; | 
Not tears alone, but praiſes too ſhe gives, 
Due to the guardian of our laws and lives; 
Nor ſhall that laurel ever fade with years, 
Whoſe leaves are water'd With anatioufs-tears.. , 
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